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IN SLUMBEROUS SUMMER. 

The hammock's nettings clasp me fast, 

In a slumberous swaying to and fro, 
While the sea-air steals with a cooling breath 

To dispel the day's too-fervid glow. 

From the grass I hear the saucy chirp 

Of the robin tip-toeing, hopping along ; 
While above me the oriole thrills the air 

With a rich, melodious burst of song. 

No more of the earth I My body sleeps. 

And my soul escapes its jail for a time, — 
The body's senses, — reveling free 

In its native clime of song and rhyme. 

Ah ! now of what worth are the loves of earth ? 

Did Titian's soul or Raphael's 
Ever meet with a face of such rare grace. 

Or a crown lilce a bunch of asphodels ? 

Or their pencils paint an outline faint 
Of the glimmering soul as it shimmered through. 

To vie with the radiant vision of bliss 
That bursts on my soul's unhampered view ? 

Dreaming is life ! After all, the strife 
And bustle of earth are the " fleeting show ; " 

Where gold is the god, and conscience a rod 
That none may feel' or fear or know. 

Dreaming is life, ^ where the fetterless sotil 

In reality launches its bright ideal ; 
And thought's bright images dance around. 

Than earth's petty toys fisr more real. 

And in dreams I lived, for a pleasant hour, 

A life seeming real as sweet and rare. 
And floated along in a maze of song 

That seemed as a part of the lambent air. 

But life's bright day, where in spirit we roam. 
When the angel of dreams, for a moment too brief, 

Throws open the prison-doors binding to earth 
The weary soul welcoming each glad relief, 

Is also succeeded by night and by sleep. 

Where the sotil wanders back to the earth in its dreams. 
And labors and longs for the loves and the songs 

That only are found where the future's light gleams. 

So I in a maze fell asleep when the day's 
Effulgence on hill-top and cloud was aglow. 

And in dreams seemed to float in aerial boat. 
To a soft-breathing music so plaintive and lo«c. 

Ah I what a surprise when I opened my eyes ! 

So I had been dreaming in heavenly spheres : 
The while my dull body had slumbered an hoiu:. 

My spirit had lived in its love-life for years. 

Enveloped in fog that was chilling and dense. 
By easterly wind marshaled up from the sea, 

I looked once again — but, alas ! all in vain — 
For the foretaste of bliss that made earth-sorrows flee. 

Where now were the lips that were crimson with life. 
And cheeks that were rich with the suil's dying gleam ? 

A rustle of wings, and a glimmering breast. 
And again it would seem like a summer-day's dream. 

And where were the glory and wealth that fell down 
From the radiant crown of the vision so fair? 

One sweetly trilled note from the oriole's throat. 
And a quick-dying gleam flashing through the dense air. 

Ah ! what is all this but a vision of life ? 

What is love's sweetest song and its tenderest lisp ? 
Pursue in a maze to the end of your days. 

And owe at the last 'tis a will-o'-the-wisp. 

— Earl Marble. 

♦ 

WILLIAM HOGARTH. 

You have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so; but. Hie to village curs. 
Bark when their fellows do. — Shakspeare. 

When Hogarth's early works were given to the 
world they were not acknowledged as those of genius, 
and Walpole has observed that "no symptoms of 
genius dawned in them." It seems unaccountable 
that one so sagacious should have failed to recognize 
talent where it could not have been otherwise than, 
in some degree, evident. Such, however, are the 
opinions with which struggUng youths of genius 
have to contend. 



The productions of artists furnish no parallels to 
the peculiar excellences of Hogarth's style. This 
noted painter and engraver was born in the parish 
of St. Bartholomew the Great, London, in the year 
1697. He attained distinction as a portrait painter, 
but his fame rests upon those works of a satirical 
and moral order which are regarded as, perhaps, the 
most impressive illustrations of the damning results 
of idleness, extravagance, vice and political corrup- 
tion. 

William Hogarth's career is in evidence of what 
appears to be a fact — that persistent devotion to 
an inborn belief can override seeming insurmount- 
able obstacles, and win fame for the man who has 
confidence in his own abilities. 

It would seem derogatory to English art-percep- 
tion that Hogarth's works did not command larger 
prices or win reputation for him at an earlier period 
than appears. But the cold truth stands forth that 
he was a poor and unfriended youth, and we may con- 
clude that it was for this reason that the public re- 
mained blind to his efforts for so long a time. " Before 
the world felt his talents, and while he was storing 
his mind and his portfolio with nature and character, 
then was the season of fluctuating spirits, rising and 
falling hopes, churlish landladies and importunate 
creditors. When he had conquered all these difii- 
culties, his vanity — and who would not be vain in 
such circumstances — loved to dwell on those scenes 
of labor and privation, and fight over again the 
battle which ended so honorably to liim as a man 
and so gloriously to him as an artist." 

-Hogarth flourished, then, in spite of privations and 
indignities. Previous to him England had, for centu- 
ries, relied almost wholly upon foreign skill for works 
of art ; but with him there commenced to gather in 
the British art firmament a constellation of stars 
whose brilliancy shone upon England with an efiect 
such as established the complete success of the fine 
arts in that country. 

In reviewing the' life of Hogarth, it is not easy to 
understand why he should have been continually 
assailed as a portrait painter, and yet learn the fact 
that his portrait of G^rrick as Richard III. should 
have commanded ;^20o-^the largest price until then 
paid to an English artist for a single portrait, and we 
are told the price was sanctioned by a number of his 
profession. Hogarth's portraits of himself may be 
regarded as of great merit, while that of Henry 
Fielding is undoubtedly an admirable perfoi-niance. 
It was executed after death, from memory, and is, I 
believe, the only picture in existence of that celeb- 
rity. One of his best portraits is that of Gorman, 
the projector of the Foundling Hospital. In this 
"counterfeit presentment" the benevolence of the 
man beams forth as a prominent feature. These and 
other examples should be regarded as sufiicient tes- 
timony that enmity and continued persecutions de- 
prived the world of much of his genius in the line of 
historical portrait painting. But Hogarth knew that 
art was his calling and it would yet be in his power 
to win the applause of mankind through the splendor 
of his conceptions. After stating reasons why his 
portraits had claims for general favor, he remarked, 
"notwithstanding all this, the current observation 
was, that portraits were riot my province. * * * 
This so much disgusted me that I sometimes declared 
I would never paint another portrait, and frequently 
refused when applied to." 

But we are informed that while he was thus con- 
tending with the world for " bread " and with his 
brother artists for reputation in portrait painting, 
which was regarded at that time as the " only lucra- 
tive branch of the art," he was secretly collecting 
material for those engravings and paintings of ar- 
tistic satire which won for him, not only fortune and 
an influential position in life, but also immortality for 
his name. In 1734 he gave to the world "The Har- 
lot's Progress." Its success was immediate and pro- 
nounced. It was issued in a series of six plates 
illustrating "the march from modesty to folly — from 
folly to vice — from vice to crime — and from crime 
to death." Living personages were represented in 
these scenes, and it is related that at a meeting of 
the Board of Treasury," in session at the time of their 
issue, one of the lords produced a copy of the third 
print containing a likeness of Sir John Gonson. It 
created such satisfaction and delight, that from the 
treasury each lord wended his way to the artist's 
agent for the purchase of a copy. 

Hitherto, Hogarth had traveled with many bur- 
dens, and had made but little progress in ascending 
the heights of fame ; but, with an easv effort, he now 



threw off' those burdens, and with a single leap 
gained the eminence. An author's pen has never 
yet been reduced to that delicacy of composition as 
to enable it, with force of moral teaching, to " write 
up," for general reading, the lascivipusness of a great 
city. Yet Hogarth's pictures, portraying the scenes 
of the "guilty splendor of the pollution of London" 
and the miseries of its " Gin Lanes," are placed, not 
only in the most conspicuous places, but in drawing- 
rooms and family libraries, in order that the solemn 
lessons which they teach may be "read" by all 
classes. Many chief works of supreme artists often 
excite unholy thoughts and - bring blushes to . the 
modest cheek. But those of this original master 
that may be considered as bold, from the same stand- 
point, make the heart of the spectator sad, and as he 
beholds them with intense interest, the seducing 
nllurements of unlawful love become loathsome to 
the imagination. 

The demand for Hogarth's " burning satires on the 
reigning follies of London," it is said, soon induced 
needy artists to engrave his most popular produc- 
tions to- such an extent as would evidently, if con- 
tinued, impair his income. He accordingly, in 1735, 
applied to Parliament and obtained an act restrain- 
ing " copies of such works from being made without 
consent of the owner." It will only be necessary to 
make brief mention of a few of those works in order 
to impress the reader with their great worth and 
popularity. "The Rake's Progress " followed " The 
Harlot's Progress." I think his first effort, how- 
ever, in the line of originality, was " The Taste of the 
Town." Others of his more prominent works are 
"The Sleeping Congregation," "The Four Times 
of Day," "The Roast Beef of Old England," "Mod- 
ern Midnight Conversation," " Strolling Actresses," 
"The March of the Guards to Finchley," "Beer 
Street and Gin Lane," " Southwark Fair," " The Dis- 
tressed Poet," " The Enraged Musician," " Industry 
and Idleness," " Marriage a la Mode," " France and 
England," " Credulity, Superstition and Fanaticism," 
" The Four Stages of Cruelty," and many which I do ' 
not recall. In these remarkable productions of art, 
Hogarth has lifted the veil and exposed national, 
political, religious and social abuses, as well as the 
abuses of wealth and fashion. They are not pictures 
of the imagination, but of real life and practices. As 
works of entire originality they may be said to stand 
pre-eminent. I am aware that his " Four Stages of 
Cruelty" are very generally condemned, from the 
fact of their revolting character ; biit this sickening 
of the heart which they produce in some is, in fact, 
the evidence of their worth. Hogarth's purpose, we 
may conclude, in producing these really admirable 
illustrations, was to make hardened wretches and 
wicked youths realize the sufferings which their 
cruel acts inflict, and that cruelty to animals often 
ends in that crime which brings its own fearful pun- 
ishment. To do this it was necessary for him to por- 
tray the most extreme scenes of torture and criminal 
justice. The " Four Stages of Cruelty " are revolt- 
ing to the spectator only so far as cruelty is in itself 
revolting to the kindly nature, and to- have pro- 
duced 50 desirable a result is evidence' that his art 
belongs to the faithful order. A century rolled by 
ere these pictures met with a setting in accord with 
their exalted, though widely unappreciated merits — 
the walls of a society for the prevention of cruelty 
to anirnals. 

A novel, called " The Marriage Act," and the 
drama of "The Clandestine Marriage," are founded 
upon his six scenes in high life entitled " Marriage 
a la Mode." 

At once did " thrifty citizens " seize upon his " Idle- 
ness and Industry," that their children might learn 
how an industrious apprentice led a happy life and 
became Lord Mayor of London, while an idle appren- 
tice led a life of misery, meeting a sad and untimely 
death. 

It is to be lamented that such prevailing ignorance 
should exist as to cause Hogarth, in public estima- 
tion, to be ranked with caricaturists ; but where, in 
all his works, can an unnatural distortion of a human 
limb be found? His figures are only ludicrous after 
the freaks of nature, and, as has been truly observed, 
there is almost always to be found in his pieces some 
"beautiful female form, or the cherub features of a 
child." His delineations of the face exhibit the 
actual peculiarities of feature or the impress which 
a life of vice or virtue may produce. He lampooned, 
not as a politician, but as a great moral reformer; 
consequently his productions are not the miserable 
caricatures of an excited imagination. He was too 



